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CADBURY'S COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard o -s highest purity at  oeatad attainable in Cocoa.”—Tue Lancet. 


Registered at the General Post Office as a Newspaper. 
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FOUR SIX-SHILLING NOVELS | _ 


THE FAILURE OF SIBYL 
FLETCHER. by Aociins Seeerart 


Without SIN. By Magtiy 


4. Paerewsas 


[ELUMIN ATION. 


Fasvenic 


EMBARRASS MENTS. By 


We. 


By HaRroL_p 


Leadon: Wu. HEINEMANN, 21, Bedford &t., 


Miss Braddon’s Latest Novel. 
Cheap Edition. Cloth, 2s. 64. ; Boards, ts. 


SONS OF FIRE. 


by the Author of “Lady Audiey’s 
mE, rs Vise, ae 
| Lendon  SIMPKIN & 0O., L.t4.,and all Booksellers. 


The only Brace for Hot Weather. 
Note None the 
e Mark “ ACARIC” 


where, or sent post 


Trad 
Of all Hosters and Stores ever 
free on oem 4. of Postal Order for 4s. te “ FP." Dept., 
Philip Lane, London, EC. 


£10 REWARD. 


Bayers demanding Acarics, and having other Braces 
not bearing the trade mark offered as Acarics, are 
req ues to communicate with above address 
Wholesale of WELCH, MARGEIBON & CO 
16, 6, and 17, Cheapside, London, B.C., and ail 

Hostery and Drapery Nouses 





REAL C£XMAN HOLLOW GROUND 


op? RAZop 


Mack Nandle, Ss. 64. Ivory Hendle,% 64 A Pair 
Ivory Handles, in Russia leather case, Tia 

From all Perfumers and Dealers. 
Wholesale: Ocsouns, Ganaert, & Oo., London, W. 
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AKFAST. 
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Daity Consumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 


SOLID SILVER 


PLATE. 


The Finest Stock in the 


Worid. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES FREE. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: |]2, RECENT ST., W 


(Anson ine aolneentead Courant.) 
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“ UNEQUALL 


“HEAVIEST POSSIRLE PLATING.” 


IN & WEBB’S 


PRINCE’S PLATE. 


(Reep.) 


“BIGHEST ATTAINABLE 


QUALITY.” 


ED FOR HARD WEAR.” 
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MACNIVEN & CAMERON'S PENS 


boon and a blessing to men, 


ckwick, the Owl, and the Waverley Pen.” 
THE FLYING J PEN. 


Box at all Stationers. 
Hox ls. id. by post. 


Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 
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BRILL’S 
sm SEA 


at Home. 


Bracing and 
Refreshing. 





'HOVENDEN’S 


Always iy Sweet, and Lasting. 
PRICE - Qe. 6d., 5a. 
and ion, ea. _ per Bottle. 


tn 
thet BONE Is GENUINE oN 
eur Name and Trade Mark on 
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unt eaaring 
TO BE HAD OF ALL PaRvUMEme, 
CHEMISTS, &e. 


Wholesale, 3. ROVEMDEN & sONs, 
Beaweene Gr., W., &Orrt Rea, B.C, Lownex 
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26, Glasshouse Street, Piccadilly Circus, 


ACTION 32 CAL. 
POCKET REVOLVER 


with ejector and solid frame, is the latest 
best ket revolver made it supersedes al! 
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String band, electric by im high class cuisi 
Managers: F. Green &Co Abderson& 
Head (ffices, Fenchurch Avenue Por Pply 
to the latter firm, at 5, Fenchurch Avenue, at 
ac., or to the Branch Office, is, Coekspar 8t.. 5 w 
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“ Disfigured for Life” 


Is the despairing cry of 
thousands afflicted 
with unsightly skin 
diseases. 

Do you realize what this 
disfiguration means to 
sensitive souls? 


It is a bar to social and 
business success, 
Do you wonder that 

despair seizes upon : 

the-e sufferers ¢ ben 
Doctors fail, standard remedies fail, 

And nostrums prove worse than useless? 
Skin Diseases are most obstinate to cure. 
Cuticura Remxpizs 
Have earned the title Skin Specifics, 
Because for years they have met with most 
remarkable success. 
are cases that they cannot cure, but they 
are few indeed. 
It is no long-drawn-out ve experim«nt. 
One Shilling invested in roura Soar 
“Will prove more than we dare claim. 
In short CuTiccRa WORKS WONDERS, 
And its cures are simply marvellous. 

Bold everywhere. Price: Qs. S34 ; Soar, 
la; Resouverr, 2. 34.; or the set, post free, for 
6s. 64.. of F. Newnrnr & Sows, 1, King Edward Survey, 
Newrate Btree', London 

“ How to Cure Skin Disease,” post free. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Major Blunderbore (who has just told Our Artist a regular side-splitter). 
“WELL, THAT'S A GOOD "UN, AIN'T Ir? ANYHOW, IT'S QUITE NEW 
AND ORIGINAL, FOR IT WAS SAID ONLY LAST NIGHT BY A CLEVER 
LITTLE Grau I KNow—A NIECE OF MY OWN.” 

Our Artist. ‘‘ Yes; IT,’3 A CAPITAL Story!” 

Major B. ‘‘ THEN WHY DIDN'T YOU LAUGH?” 

Our Artist. ‘‘ Because I TOLD IT YOU MYSELF ONLY LAST WEEK-- 
AND YOU DIDN'T LAUGH!” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Srray Nores on Women. 


WE appear to have decided last week that as regards the pay- 
ment of domestic bills, the ordering of servants, and, generally, 
the management of a household, women were, taken at their 
very highest point, merely equal, and not superior to men. 
But the highest point is naturally an exception, and I am bound, 
therefore, in fairness to my own sex, to assume for it a general 
superiority over women in these respects. It seems a dreadful 
thing to go about shattering idols in this way, but if you set 
out on an investigation with the single desire of stating the 


Scuns—4 Morning-room. CHaracters—Anybody’s Wife, Any- 
body’s Wife’s Cook. As the curtain rises, Anybody’s Wife 
ts discovered alone with the books. 

Anybody’s Wife (soliloquises). Oh dear, oh dear, I wonder if 

I shall ever get these sums right. Let me see, “ August Ist, 

loin of lamb.” Now did we have loin of lamb on August Ist? 

I’m almost sure it was fillet of beef. No, that was on the 

2nd or the 3rd. I should have said it was July 30th, but I 

remember we were out to lunch and dinner then. Well, never 

mind. Eight and six are fourteen, and two are sixteen, and nine 
are twenty—twenty—twenty-four, of course, and five are thirty- 
one. I wish it was thirty-six, because that’s three shillings, and 
much simpler. Thirty-one is—oh, bother thirty-one—it’s two 

shillings and—twenty-four from thirty-one leaves nine. That ’s 

ninepence. Why, the silly man has put down fourpence. Well, 

if he will cheat himself I can’t help him. (Enter Anybody’s 

Wife’s Cook, corner of apron tucked up. General air of slow 

stewing.) Good morning, Herpsman. These books seem very 

high this week. 

Anybody’s Wife's Cook. Indeed, mum. All I can say is, I do 
my best to keep ’em down; but there’s a lot of us to feed, and 
the boy is a very free eater, a reg’lar gorger, I call ’im. ’E bust 
two of his buttons orf of his jacket agin yesterday, after dinner. 
So I says to ’im, “Groner,” I says, “you are not doin’ fair by 
your Christian ’ome. I like to see a young boy enjoyin’ ’is | 
food,” I says, “but you are outragis; there’s no two word: 
about it, you are outragis.” "FE seemed moved, but I know 
’e ll be at it again, to-day. 

A. W. But all these groceries, now. The tea and sugar come 
to a very heavy sum, and the cream 

A. W. 0. Ah, I thought you’d remark on the cream, mum. 
That ’s Master Artaur and Miss Atice. They will ‘ave their 
cream, and if I don’t give it ’em they come canoodlin’ about the 
kitchen till I’m wild, and then I ’ave to give it to ’em. But, 
lor, it’s a pleasure to see them blessed dears lappin’ it up so 
sweetly. I ’aven’t the ’eart to say no to ’em, bless their pretty 
faces, but I says to ’em, “ Master Antuur,” I says, “and Miss 
ALICE give over now, do; your Ma won’t like it when she comes 
to know”; but them two only laughed and went on lappin’. 

A. W. I must speak to them again. I can’t have them going 
on like this. But how about the tea? 

A. W. C.1 didn’t know the tea was partikler ’eavy, mum. 
But then you’ve ’ad a lot of company in the afternoons, and 
that runs away with the tea. 

A. W. Well, well, I suppose it’s all right. What about to- 
night’s dinner ? 

A. W. OC. I’ve put down a clear soup and fried sole—— 

A. W. Oh, your master said he wouldn’t have any more soles. 
He’s tired of them. 

A. W. C. Well, let’s try whitings. We ’aven’t give 

whitings for a week. 

A. W. No, whitings won’t do. Isn’t there any other fish ? 

A. W.C. Of course, there ’s plaice, or smelts. 

A. W. (in despair). We'll have smelts—no, we can’t have 
smelts. It must be plaice, and he can’t bear plaice. Never 
mind, he ‘ll have to have plaice. I can’t invent a new fish for 
him every day. 

A. W. C. (respectfully). No, mum. , 

A. W. (reading from Cook's slate). Cutlets, roast chicken 
and tongue, cabinet pudding. Yes, that'll do, cook, thank you. 
But we really must try to get the books down. 








‘im 


tell you, mum. Master Artuur’s dog came rampagin’ into the 


you bought last month. 








LAPSUS CALAMI ? 


Dear Mr. Poncu,—Your intelligent correspondent, who was 
good enough to report, under the heading “ A Modern Paris,” a 


mus, asserts that I mentioned Diana as a — 
Ribstone pippin. Do you imagine, Sir, that 


queen of learning—Minerva, Pallas-Athene ? The next time 





truth, and if you happen to find an ancient, highly respected 
idol blocking your way, there is no course open to you except 
to shatter it. Lie low in the dust, therefore, oh woman- 
housekeeper idol, shattered beyond recall into a thousand frag- 
ments, not to be replaced upon your pedestal even by much 
labour on the part of your blind sectaries and worshippers. 
And, since the case is likely to be argued, let me adduce, as a 
piece justificative, the following little household dialogue :— 





Vou. CXI. 


that the writer aforesaid lurks under my schoolroom window 
for his short-hand. 


rsLecmick, D.D 


‘let him know that a long arm is waitin 


| Your obedient servant, NICHOLAS 
| Flankum College, August 17. 





Or a rorervine Nature.—Apet, the cricketer, always uses a 
cane-spliced bat. 














A. W. C. Yes, mum. There was another thing I wanted to | 


painful interview which occurred between myself and Brown mini- | 
candidate for the | 
should have been | 


so moonstruck as to substitute the chaste huntress for the | 


kitchen, yesterday, and broke two of the best dishes of that set 
[Scene closes in gloom and lamentation. | 
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| of the attract’ n as the well- paid Australians, 
| the regulation ten pounds,””— 
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“THE THREE FS” 
(Of Cricket). 
A Bie Maton anp a Bia Morat, 
(‘They (the professionals) put forward their | 


complaint in a manner that was more than awk- | 
oan and they were properly made to withdraw it | 


eavesereeliy but it cannot be denied that 4 
was some foundation for their grievance. 
40,000 go tos > :a match, ch, and ey ling 
apiece for 80 , it is only natural the crack 


English bowlers and outs, who were as much a part 


should think uney were worth something more than 
Times.) 
Mr. Punch, Universal Umpire, loquitur :-— 
Hanps all round, gentlemen all, 
Kings of the Bat and lords of the Ball! 
Union must reign at the wicket! 
’Gainst sordidness, stinginess, 
and strife, 
Our moe must ever be “War to the 


In the honour of “Glorious Cricket.” 


temper 


All’s well that ends well! A bravely- 
fought match, 
Well oat. by Ase.’s remarkable 
You'll stick to that ball, eh, my 
Bossy ?— 
Talk on the game, of its turns, of the 
weather, 


Was eager wherever men muster together, 
From tavern to Parliament lobby. 


Would Grace win the toss? Would he 
take “ first knock ” ? 
Would Sroppart play? It was rather a 


shock 
v—— ee Middlesex marvel stood out 
of it 


Would run-getting Rangt a century 


pule f—. 
Ju-Plu at that question indulged in a 


smile. 
"Twas a bowler’s match, there’s no 
doubt of it. 


Grace won’t pile three hundred and one 
on this pitch ; 
But his twenty-four in fair promise is 


ri 
And as hard as a hundred to tottle. 
E’en slashing Wrwyarp can’t “keep ’em 
alive,’ 
And a first i innin 
Doesn’t send 
throttle. 


More questions now! 


total of one-four-five 
land’s heart to her 


Wil the Corn- 


8 pass 

England’s score ? — which 
bumping, alas! 

Why, Ingpae and Daring may top it! 

Seventy-seven the two! Quite a nice 


is not very 


little lot! 
But then Hearne and Pee. seemed to 
set up a “rot,” 


— —_ captain himself cannot stop 


Have ote “found a spot”? Hgarne 
bowls Grecory—One! 
And Donnan’s down—Ten! and Pz. 
keeps up the fun— 
Which unto “Trorr’s Lot” is not 
Elate is the | 





funny. 
One hundred and nineteen! 
mood 


Of the a who feels “twenty-six to 


And et ao back Gracr’s men—ah, 
money ! 


But Grace down for nine, and the Black | 
Prince for two!! 

















CHARIVARI. 








Phat you GENTLEMEN LIKE TO LOOK AT THE OLp Cuurcn ?” 


“Ho, Yus. 





WE 'RE Nurs on OLD ‘Cuv noHEs |” 








All out Eighty-four!!! 


looks blue. 
S The en will collar those 
They ’ll “just win the rubber. A pity 


RGE LOHMANN 
Should favour a split, right in face of the 
oeman ! 


A grumbler saieee soon dashes. 


But oh, that third day!!! Oh, Jack 
Hearne!! Oh, Bos Pez!!! 
Our oe delight finds full vent in a 


squeal. 
Trotr and Trumsiz are all-of-a-trem- 


ble! 

Cizm Hii is an aspen! They take it 
like men, 

ie Ase. catches McoKussin !—and 
then 


Our Briton his joy can’t dissemble. 
_ The —_— match won by a good sixty- 


for Just =. we expected the sorest ad 


Hooray for Grace, Peer, Hearne and| 


Asst! 


Now our Briton | 





Hooray for for Ba Traumptz & Co. Ah, 
eS. , Heerybody! ! You know the old 
And ‘the’ shout ot the old Surrey Babel ! 


Gentlemen all, amateurs, pros, 
Cricket-club Croesus, whose cash-box o’er- 
ows, 
Paid Players or—takers of exes. 
Is this a game Britons wish to be fought 
Like strikes and lock-outs for mere money ? 


The thought 
A cricket enthusiast vexes. 
Yet who makes the game? Not the 
Players alone, 
Nor the Amateurs only. Together 
they ’ve awe, 
Mynn and PiuoH, Watxen, Jvrr, 
Grace and ApgL. 
“ Fair Play, Fair Pay, Friendliness!” 


That’s Pwnch’s toast ; ; 
The cricket “Three F.’s,” which our 


cricketing hosts 
Should knit in firm strands like a 
cable ! 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 

sy Basoo Hurry Bunosno Japperser, B.A.) 

No. XXL 
Ur. Jabberjee halloos before he is quite out of the Wood. 
Berna (to my best of belief) satisfactorily off with the old 

love, I naturally became as playful as a kitten or gay as a grig. 
For the most superficial observer, and with the of a naked 


optic, could easily discern the immeasurable superiority of Miss 





** A Royal Command from the Queen- Empress.” 


Wee-wee to Jzssrmina in all the refinements and delicacies of a 
| real English lady, and although, up to present date, the timidity 

of girlishness has restrained Miss Au.autt-Innetr from recipro- 
cating my increasing spooniness, her parents and brother are of 
an overwhelming cordiality, and repeatedly mention their ardent 
hope that I may become their guest up in the hills some time 
this autumn. 

So that Hope is already recommencing to hop jauntily about 
| the secret chamber of my heart. 

For, seeing the magnanimous contempt for the snobbishness 
of chasing a tuft that actuates their bosoms, I am no longer 
| apprehensive that their affection for this present writer will be 
| at all impaired by the revelation that he is merely a member of 
natare’s nobility. Rather the contrary. 

As Poet Burns remarks with great truthfulness, “ Rank is but 
a penny stamp, and a Man is a Man and all that.” Neverthe- 
less, for the present, I am resolved to remain mum as a mouse. 

Since I am now in their pockets for a perpetuity, I was privi- 
leged on a recent evening to escort the ALLBUTT-INNETT ladies to 
the Empire of India Exhibition, upon which I shall now pro- 
nounce the opinion of an expert, though s forbids me to 
describe its multitudinous marvels, save with the brevity of a 
soul of wit. 

In the Cinghalese Palace we beheld a highly pious Yogi from 
Ceylon, who had trained himself to perform his devotions with 
one of his legs embracfng his neck, or walking upon the caps of 











| Jessimina, beseeching me, for the sake of “Old L 





his knees with his toes inserted into his waistband. But I am 
not convinced that such a style of prayer-making is at all supe- 
rior in reverence to more ordinary attitudes, especially when 
exhibited publicly for an honorarium. 

I feel proud to narrate that, at Miss Wee-wee’s urgent en- 
treaties, | subdued my native funkiness so far as to make the 
revolution of the Gigantic Wheel, in spite of grave Bonny 
sions that it would prove but a house of cards, or suddenly be- 
come totally immobile—though to pass interminable hours at a 
lofty attitude with such a lively companion might, on secondary 
thoughts, have possessed pleasing saccharine i 


compensations. 
| Nevertheless, I was relieved when we descended without having 


hitched anywhere, and I did most firmly decline to fly in the 
— of Providence for five shillings in the basket of a captive 
balloon. 

The Indian street is constructed with cleverness, but gives a 
very, very inadequate idea of the principal Calcutta thorough- 
fares; moreover, to cultivated Indian intellects, the fuss made 
by English ladies over native artisans and mechanics of rather 
so-so abilities and appearance seems a little ludicrous! 

After dining, we witnessed the Historical Spectacle of India 
in the Empress Theatre, and Miss Wee-wee made the criticism 
that the fall of Somnath was one with a too great 
facility, since its so-called defenders did lie down with perfect 
tameness and counterfeit death immediately the army of Sultan 
Maumup galloped their horses through the gateway. 

But this appeared to me rather a typical and prudent exercise 
of their discretion. 

It seems—though (in spite of extensive historical researches) 
I was in previous ignorance of the fact—that Sultan Manmoup, 
the Great Mogul Aksar, and Stvast the Mahratta Chief, were 
each taken in tow and personally conducted by a trio of Divine 
Guides, respectively named Love, Mercy, and Wisdom, who 


| came forward whenever nothing cf consequence was transpiring, 
_and sang with the melodiousness of P: isi 


fowls. 
As for the representation of the Hindu Paradise, I shall con- 


| fess to some disappointment, seeing that it was exclusively re- 


served to military masculines—the more highly educated civilian 
class of Baboos being left out of the cold altogether! Nor am I 
in love with a future state in which there is so much dancing up 
and down lofty flights of stairs with terpsichorean energy, and 
manoeuvring in companies and circles with members of the softer 
sex. As a philosophical conception of disembodied existence, it 
is undeniably deficient in repose, though perhaps good enough 
for ordinary fighting chaps! 

I spent a rapturous and ripping evening, however, tly 
owing to the condescension of Miss Wxre-wee, who exhibited 
such entertainment at my comments that I left under the con- 
fident persuasion that I was infallibly to be the favoured swain. 

On returning to Hereford Road, I found a last letter from 
yne,” to 


meet her on the following evening at Westbourne Park Station, 


| and mentioning that certain events had occurred to change her 


views, and she was now only desirous for an amicable arrange- 
ment. 

Accordingly, perceiving that I had no longer any reason to 
dread such an encounter, and not wishing her to peak and pine 
through my unkindness, I wrote at once accepting the rendez- 
vous. 

When I duly turned up, lo and behold! I found she was es- 
corted, not only by her eagle-eyed mother (Jesstmina herself 
inherits, in Hamlet’s immortal phraseology, “an eye like Ma’s, 
to threaten or command ”), but also by a juvenile individual with 
a black necktie and Hebrew profile, whom she formally intro- 
duced to me as Mr. Sotomons. 

Though a little hurt by this proof of the rapidity of feminine 
fickleness, I began to congratulate her effusively on having ob- 
tained such an excellent substitute for my worthless self, and 
to wish the happy couple all earthly felicities, when she explained 
that he was not a fiancé, but merely a sort of friend, and Mrs. 
MANKLETOw severely added that they had come to know whether 
I still declined to fulfil my legal contract. 

Naturally I made the answer that I had recently offered to 
fulfil same to best ability, but that, my offer having been de- 
clined with contumeliousness, affair was now on its end. 

Here Jessimina said that she had of course refused to marry 
a man who declared that he was already the owner of a dusky 
spouse, but that, on inquiries from Mr. Cauckersurry Ras, 
she had made the discovery that my said infant wife had popped 
off with some juvenile complaint or other three or four years 


ago. 
At this I was rendered completely flabaghast—for, although 
the allegation was undeniably correct, I had confidently hoped 
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Tue NEw ‘* LounGcE 
THE MERE ACT OF THROWING THE HEAD BACK SETS THE WHOLE APPARATUS WORKING ; BY TOUCHING A STop THE SPRAYING OF SCENT, 


THE FANNING, THE Music, THE Evecrric LIGHTING, &C., CAN BE TURNED OFF AS DESIRED, 


FIN-DE-SIECLE LUXURY. 


on ‘* Easy” CHAIR, JUST THE VERY THING AFTER A LONG, HOT, WEARYSDAY IN THE CITY OR ELSEWHERE, 





[ You touch the Knob, the Chair does the rest. 








| that my friend Ram was unaware of the fact, or would at least 


have the ordinary mother-wit to refrain from blurting it out! 
“Et tu, Brute!” But I must make the dismal confession that 


| my friends are mostly a very fat-witted sort of fellows. 





bereave- 


Que faire?’—except to e in that my melanchol 
in any 


ment must have entirely slipped off my memory, and 
case it had no logical connection with the matter in hand. 

Then Mrs. ManKLETow inquired, would I, or would I not, 
marry her illused child? and stated that all she wished for was 
a plain answer. 

I replied that it was a very natural and moderate desire, and 
I was prepared to gratify it at once by the plain answer of—Not 
on any account. 

Whereupon Mr. So.omons stepped forward and politely handed 
me a folded paper, and, observing that he thought there was no 
need to protract the interview Te lifted his hat and went off 
with the ladies, leaving myself upon a bench endeavouring to 
get the sense of the official document into my baffled and bewil- 
dered nob. 

Eventually I gathered that it was a Royal command from the 
Queen-Empress, backed by the Lord High Chancellor of Great 
Britain, that I was to enter my appearance in an action at the 
suit of Jemmma Manx uerow for a claim of damages for having 
breached my promise to marry | 

No matter! 


Pugh! Fiddle-de-dee! Who 
cares P 


Having successfully passed Exam, and been called to the Bar, 
Iam now an amicus curia, and the friend in Court. 
I shall enter my appearance in the forensic costume of wig 


and gown. 
What will be the price of the plaintiff’s pleadings then, 
Madams ? 


Never mind! 








THE NEWEST BALLAD OF EAST AND WEST; 
Or, The Grand Old Man and the Grand Old Mandarin. 

(‘* Unexpected circumstances have brought me to England, and‘I should 
reproach myself if I did not make an effort to procure the privilege of seeing 
such a celebrated statesman of the present century.”—Li Hung Chang’s Letter 
to Mr. Gladstone. | 
Oa, East is East, and West is West, as Kip.ine once did say, 

But when two Grand Old Statesmen meet they must Jind a lot to say. 
Though England is England, and China is China, let latitude go hang ! 
It were worth a walk to o'erhear the talk of Giavstowg and Li Hume 
CHANG. 
. . 7 + . 


The Lounging Coat and the Yellow Jacket each other may much 


ume, 
When the Harwarden recluse doth hob-a-nob with the Lord of 
the Peacock Plume. 





Will the good old Chinese catechism the G. O. M. be poured on? 
And what will they say, in a friendly way, of the hero, Chinese 


Gorpon ? 

Chin-chin! Chow-chow! Topside galow! Conventional patois 
patter |! 

No pigeon-English may serve these two for a cosmopolitan 
chatter. 


Great Li is a citizen of the world, as Gotpsmitn would have 


said 

And the hopes and fears of sixty years are stored in that good, 
grey head. 

The celestial may “blow his cloud,” and the Liberal chief may 


not ; 

(His clouds are emitted in speech, not smoke, as the mandarin 
well may wot.) 

No doubt the two will survey mankind from China to—Japan! 

For yr go will wag when a Grand Old Mandarin visits a Grand 
0 ! 


Will the great ex-Minister teach L1 Hung how to buy torpedoes 
—cheap 

From the British Arsenal? A “tip” that would make Li’s 
stout heart leap. 

Will he tell him w 
thusiasts shout ? 

And — ’tis moral force or the sword is to bring that boon 
about 


And will Li Hune teach the Liberal chief what Conservatism 
signifies 

When ’tis of the right celestial tap which his land’s long record 
dignifies ? 2 

And will they agree that your true To-ree is found out Pekin 


t “Arbitration” means, for the which en- 


way P 
That pt old bone-shaker’s a “scorcher” compared with a 
“Cycle of Cathay” ? 
— * * * a * 
Oh, East is Bast, and West is West, as Rupyarp did remark, 
And England compares with China as a Great Liner with Noah's Ark ; 
But there is no East and there is no West when, in cordial chin-chin, 
In Hawarden's halis the Grand Old Man meets the Grand Old Mandarin! 


Ts 


In a Public-house. 


Toper (reading from newspaper). “The Prince of Wares has 
left London for Homburg to drink the waters.” There ’s taste 
for yer! Another pint of old and mild, please, miss. 











Tas Manx wso xgnsors otrum cum piG.—The day-by-day 
gardener. 
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SUNDAY FOOTBALL. 


“Jusr Look wHat your Boys HAVE pDonE To MY Hat, Mrs. Jungs !” : " 
Ou, THe pears! On, I am 80 sonny! Now, Tom anp Harry, SAY HOW SORRY YOU ARE, AND Mr, LAMBOURNE WON'T MIND! 





Sir John Everett Millais, 


President of the Royal Academy. 


Born Junge 8, 1829, Diep Avousr 13, 1896. 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a MAN. 
Hamiet, Act I1., Se. 4. 


Ar last Death brings his Order of Release, 

And our great English painter lies at peace, 
Amidst a nation’s sorrow. 

A man in heart and Art, in soul and frame, 

By love encompassed, and secure of fame, 
Through history’s long to-morrow. 


The world seems greyer, gloomier, far less young, 

For loss of him, the free of touch and tongue, 
Nature’s own child in both. 

By glowing canvas or by rushing stream, 

With brush or rod, he was no thrall of dream, 
Feebleness, fad, or sloth. 


Fresh as the morn, and frank as noon’s full flush, 
In friendship as in Art, with speech or brush, 
Health, heartiness, and power 
Were his, from earliest critic-chidden days, 
To that fine prime when universal praise 
Hailed genius in full flower. 


Men loved the man, and Art the artist crowned. 
The brush that pictured poor Ophelia drowned 
In young pre-Raphaelite days, 
Glowed with a virile vigour and sweet charm 
Too masterful to take abiding harm 
From mere mimetic craze. 


| English he was, and England best inspired 
His skill unfailing and his toil untired. 
On his strong canvas live 
Her loveliest daughters and her noblest sons, 
All that to a great age, which swift out-runs, 
Its greatest glories give. 
And he among those glories takes high rank. 
Painter more masterly or friend more frank 
Its closing scarce shall show. 
Our good, great Miuiais gone! And yet not dead! 
His best lives on, though that worn, noble head 
In rest at last lies low! 





A LITTLE HERO. 


[Leonarp STEExe, aged sixteen, a moulder, of 14, Gibbon’s Road, Strat- 
ford, hearing that a little boy, named Bartrum, bathing in a very dangerous 
part of the , was drowning, dived for him three times, and at the third 
attempt recovered the body, which was embedded in the mud. Asked by the 
coroner if he had saved any lives from that river, he answered simply, “ Yes, 
Sir; I have rescued four from this river, and altogether I have saved seven.””) 

Seven lives saved, and at sixteen years old! 

That moulder lad has a heart of gold. 

A boy of mettle, and all must feel 

He lends a new meaning to “true as Steeite”! 
Who holds such a record, ere reaching a score, 
Deserves the gold medal—and something more. 
From the “ Royal Humane” he the medal may gain ; 
But what will they add who are rich and humane? 














| A Bona Five Travetier’s Succrstion.—Is it not a waste 


of nomenclatural force to have a “Lord Warden” (of Cinque- 

| ports) at Walmer, and also a “ Lord Warden” (Hotel) at Dover? 

| yhy should not the latter, belonging as it does to the “ Gordon 
Hotels Co.” (and doing credit to the proprietors in its recon- 

meaeien and in its cuisine), be called “The Lord Gordon 
ote ” 
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= EWAN 
A TURKISH BATH. 


Sutran. “ THEY GAVE IT ME PRETTY HOT IN THAT ARMENIAN ROOM! BUT—BISMILLAH ! 
THIS IS——PHEW !!” 
[The Porte now realises the gravity of the situation in Crete.—Daily Paper.) 
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THE PEACE CONGRESS OF THE 
NEAR FUTURE. 
(Prophetic Report—in advance—by Our Special 
at the Seat of War.) 
Tue last meeting of the Friends to 


| Universal Fraternity has now been held, 


| Congress, and were evi 


with not altogether decisive results. 
From an early hour in the morning the 
Third French Section had occupied the 


first floor of a house er the Hall of 


ntly on the look 


/out for their compatriots. At eight 


o’clock the Second Section arrived in 
Langham Place, and commenced a desul- 
tory fire, which was speedily suppressed by 
the police. 

At ten the doors of the Congress Hall 


| were tried, but found to be locked, the 


roprietor having lodged overnight a 
ormal objection to the employment of 
artillery within the walls of the building, 


| which objection it had been found impos- 
| sible by the committee to entertain, or, 


| tion. 


| owner had considered himself justified in 


indeed, to treat with the slightest atten- 
Under these circumstances, the 


intervening on his own » with the 
result specified. 

Prevented from taking ion of the 
premises they had hitherto occupied, the 
various foreign delegates sought occupa- 
tion elsewhere. The Swiss, led by a 
bugler, proceeded at a steady trot up 
Portland Place, and arriving at Par 
Crescent, deployed, and opened fire on 
the Italian Section, which were said to be 
in echelon in Upper Wimpole Street. 
Again the police expostulated, and the 
Swiss (at the double) “moved on” to the 


Marylebone , 
hile this was taking place the Dutch 
| made a descent upon vendish uare, 


| with a view to looting a well-known 


| Fortunately, the constable on duty was 


able to deal with the matter satisfactonly, 
and, with the assistance of a colleague, 
promptly conveyed the rioters to the 
nearest station-house. 

The great question of “ Enforced Friend- 
ship” was now occupying the serious at- 
tention of the German delegates and the 


| Second and Third Sections of the French. 


The cpposing forces faced one another— 
the first drawn up at Oxford Circus and 


| the others at Langham Place. The ser- 


| threatened collision was averted. 


vices of two buglers (belonging to the 
Norwegian branch) having been secured, 
the order to sound “the charge” was 
given. Immediately the rivals fixed their 
bayonets and rushed towards one another. 
It was at this moment that a constable in 
plain clothes (who happened to be passing) 
showed wonderful tact and discretion. 
Raising his arm, he stopped the traffic at 
Mortimer Street, and for the moment the 
e 
would-be rioters halted, and singing re- 
spectively the “ Marseillaise” and “ Die 
Wacht am Rhein,” disappeared in oppo- 


| site directions. 


It was now noon, and the remainder of 


| the delegates — Italian. Swiss, Austrian, 


Russian, Polish and Danish—were busily 


| blazing away at one another in Regent 


Street. In spite of the efforts of the by- 
standers, it was impracticable to cause 
them to desist. It was felt that until the 
stock of ammunition was exhausted, it 


| would be useless to expect a cessation of 


hostilities. 

It is satisfactory, however, to note 
that hitherto—thanks, no doubt, to the 
wildness of the firing—there has been no 
casualty. 





WANDERINCS IN THE VACATION. 


The Worthy Pedagogue takes steps to rea 
second pupil. He finds Octavius ing in 
veneration, and reluctant to receive informa- 
tion anent the Wardenship of the Cinque-ports. 


Now that we are in the midst of the 
holidays it is my desire to find a com 
nion for the dear pupil already intrus 
te my care. I purpose to move from 
place to place, giving, as I pass along, 
instruction combined with amusement. 
Foilowing the plan pursued with so much 
success by my revered father in the past, 
I hope to feather my own nest while fill- 
ing the heads of the young with know- 
ledge and pleasing fancies. This desire 
is abno y strong at the present mo- 
ment, because my pupil of to-day—my 
soli charge—is a little too much for 
me. He is a thoroughly good boy, but 
is lacking in reverence, and it has oc- 
curred to me that had he a companion 
who held me in proper respect the result 





in what 


increase 
phrenologists would call his “organ of 


would be a distinct 


veneration.” 

“My dear young friend,” I said, the 
other day, “now that you are at Dover, 
it would be as well that you should learn 
the history of the Cinque-ports. You 
n‘ust know 

“Walk up ladies and gents and see the 
live lions stuffed with straw, and you 
don’t pay nothing for reserved seats if 
you keep your dirty boots off the cushions 
of the carriages,” he inte f 

“ Now, a my dear young friend,” 
I remonstrated, “ you seem to be straying 
from the subject. According to the 
newspapers— the customa source of 
public information—I find that no less a 
person than Lord Satisspury has recently 
accepted the Wardenship of the Cinque- 
ports. This, you must know, is a posi- 
tion of great dignity, dating from a time 
prior to the Norman Conquest. You 
must know that when Epwarp the Con- 
fessor gran E 
“* Oui,’ said he, knowing the sey: e, 
and he gave a bit of sugar to the bird,” 
once rore interrupted Octavius. “It’s 
no use jabbering like that, old chappie, 
for all the tickets are gone and they have 
had to sell the perambulator.” 





“ Again I must insist upon your cour- 
teously give me your attention. And 
here I must point out to you that as I 


am your pedagogue by position, and many 
years your senior, I cannot permit you to 
address me as ‘old pie.’” 

“Well, venerable cockolorum, or noble 
sportsman, or my pal from over the 


wrong side of the water. I ain’t proud— 
| BO not me—so take your choice, you 
frivolous yo whelk, and keep the pot 
a-boiling to the tune of ‘Judy Calla- 
on iading tha’ bl 
indi t it was impossible to carry 
on oe, conversation further with any 
sense dignity after being as 
“a frivolous y whelk,” I gave him 
my blessing and silently withdrew. 
And having written thus far, I enclose 
my card, which shows me to be, 
Mr. Bartow tHe YounGcER. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


In Scarlet and Grey is an admirable 
title for Mrs. Hennixer’s series of sto- 
ries (JoHN Lane), since it does not appear 
to have anything particular to do with the 
stories themselves. Another and more 
important peculiarity of the volume is 
that these stories do not form a collection 
of unconsidered trifles rattled off for the 
magazines. Each one has a carefully- 
constructed plot. Through each the cha- 
racters live and move like human beings, 
and throughout is a i strong, literary 
style, a comfort in these of slipshod 
writing. My Baronite cares least of all 
for what Mrs. Hennixer doubtless chief- 
ly prizes, the story written in collabora- 
tion wi Mr. Tuomas Harpy. Mrs. 
Henniker is strong enough to walk by 
herself. Her freshness ompastiy, and 
unaffected pathos are best left to work 
out their own creations. Where all 
are good, it is difficult to bestow the 
— of excellence. Possibly Dickens 
| would have preferred “Bad and Worth- 
less,” which, without approach to imita- 
tion of his style, is much in his mood. 
The incident of the disgraced and dis- 
missed private soldier stripping himself in 
the snowstorm to shield from the blast 
the waif child he had found in the drift, 
is finely conceived and exquisitely told. 
“At the Sign of a Startled Fawn” is an 
old, old story re-dressed with the of 
apparently artless—really artful—literary 





style. Actor-managers in search of mate- 
rial for a play with a strong character 
art are recommended to study “A Page 
rom a Vicar’s History.” In Scarlet and 


short stories recently published. 
Tue Baron. 


THE SONG OF HYBRIAS THE CRETAN. 
(Up-to-date Version.) 


My wealth ’s few cattle and little land, 
Taxed by the heavy Musselman hand, 
Whereto I have to truckle. 
What use to plough, to reap, to sow? 
Against the Turk I would strike my blow. 
y brand to belt I’ll buckle. 


Wiseacres say I should not wield 
A massy spear, a well-made shield ; 
Nor to draw the sword! 
Oh! would those heartless, distant drones 
But had to bend their marrow-bones 
To the Turk as king and lord! 














Games at wuicn Li Huno CuHaneo seems 
HARD TO BEAT.—-Consequences, Patience, 
and Bluff. 


Mem. To cerTaIn Proressionats.—Mr. 
Punch likes to hear of cricketers going on 
strike. Only let it be with a bat. 


True Dirsomanis.—Overbathing at the 


seaside. 








Grey is far away the best collection of | 
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MISSED! 


Angus. *‘Eu, MAN, THAT WASS A SPLENDID Cop! Ir WE HAD GOTTEN THAT Cop NOO, WE MICHT HA’ BEEN HA’AIN’ A Dram.” 


Mr. Smith ( from Glasgow). *‘ INDEED, AND YE WOULD, ANGUS. 
Bauldry. ‘‘ Messe, MAisreR SMUTH, IF WE WAD HAVE HAD A 
GRAPPIT THAT MUCKLE Fusn !” 


DRAM AFORE YE WASS LETTIN’ DOON YER LINE, WE MICHT HAVE 





THE COMING COMMISSARIAT. 

[A leading Supply Store in London notifies that it is unable to procure any 

good Cheshire cheese, so has been compelled to take the article out of its list.] 

Time —The end of neat Century Scene—‘' The Pan-London Stores,” 

the only Shop left in the Metropn lis, which has swallowed up the 
others ; covers two square miles, and sells everythi ng. 


Returned Colonist (to Store-warden, answering to prehistoric 
Shopman, seated in comfortable automobile arm-chair behind 
counter). I want.some good English apples, please. 

Store-warden (astonished). English apples! I should advise 
(jocosely) a visit to the South Kensington Natural History 
Museum. They may have some imitations there—in wax. 

R. Colonist (abashed). Oh, it doesn’t matter at all. Er— 
Kentish strawberries. How much are they a pound? 

S. Warden. I should think a pound might purchase one Kent- 
ish strawberry. The species is almost extinct in fruticulture. 

R. Colonist (to himself). Dear me! How well-educated he 
seems! (T'o him.) What is grown in Kent, then? 

S. Warden. Nothing at all, I believe. It has reverted to its 
original condition of a weald, or forest-clad tract. | 

R. Colonist. Well, there’s another thing I want; some Bass’s 
pale ale 

S. Warden (staggered). Bass! We have no such name on 
our list. Try our Sibero-Manchurian Kola-beer instead ? 

R. Colonist. Not if I know it. I suppose at any rate I shall 
be safe in ordering a joint of Southdown mutton ? 
S. Warden. The last joint I heard of was sold about fifty 

years ago 

R. Colonist (roused at last). Then may I ask if you sell any 
earthly thing that is home-grown ? 

S. Warden (puzzled). Home-grown? I don’t recognise the 
adjective. 

R. Colonist. English! Do you sell anything English ? 

S. Warden (in wild surprise). Oh, dear me! Nothing at all. 
We gave it up nearly a century ago. But I can strongly re- 
commend our special line in cheap condensed Tierra-del- 
Fuegian Devonshire cream. [Left recommending. | 


7 





MR. BRIEFLESS CORRECTS A CLERICAL ERROR. 


Now that the Long Vacation is at hand I have time to discuss 
matters with my admirable and excellent clerk, Portineton, 
which are not solely connected with the affairs of my clients, 
or rather the affairs of those they most efficiently represent. 

“Portineton,” I said, the other day, after disposing of a 
month’s accumulation of circulars, “I have seen it declared in 
the daily journals that barristers’ clerks are too zealous in 
securing their masters’ fees. Will you kindly give me your own 
experience.” 

“Certainly, Sir,” returned my conscientious assistant. 
“Speaking for you and myself I can say that I scarcely ever 
visit the solicitors to ask for money.” 

“T am glad to hear you say so,” I replied, “ because nothi 
would cause me greater annoyance than to hear that you 
been too pressing on my behalf.” 

“ Aware of that fact, Sir, I have not made up your fee book 
for no end of a time. I felt that you would wish me to treat 
the collection of fees with the utmost latitude.” 

“TI am pleased,” I replied, with a wave of my hand. “ And 
now, Portrneton, I have but one question to ask. You see that 


| it is proposed to abolish the fees of barristers’ clerks. What do 


you say to this?” ; 
“Tt seems to me very unjust, Sir, speaking on behalf of ins 


| colleagues.” 


“Yes, yes, I quite understand that. But I do not wish you 
to give an opinion in general, but one in particular. Take your 
own case; if the fees hypothecated to you attaching to my 
briefs were abolished, would you lose much?” 

“Well, Sir,” returned Portrneron, after some hesitation and 
consideration, “I really do not think I should lose anything 
at all.” 

And after mature deliberation I am inclined to believe that 
PortINGToNn’s computation is absolutely correct. 


(Signed) A. Brreriess, Juntor. 
Pump Handle Court, August, 1896. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An Unprotected Bachelor craves for quarter 
on his Travels. 


I mart you wheresoe’er I stray, 

At ev’ry turn you cross my ran 

You wake me at the break of da 
You baunt me in the shade of night. 

In vain from 7. I az to fly, 

In vast hotels are nigh ; 

By stretching on mountain hi, 
Your presence fills me with affri 


I fled from Spa because of you, _ 

At Basle once more you came in view, 
At Homburg, usanne, Beaulieu, 
And Trouville you were on my trail ; 

I sought a oon Alpine nook 
Far from the reach of Gazz or Coox— 
They handed me the Strangers’ Boek, 

I stared, and then again turned tail! 


“Land of the midnight sun!” I cried, 
“Thou ’ll a me refuge yet denied!” 
And so to ay’s shores I hied, 

’Mid fiords and fells to find my rest. 
Scarce foot I’d placed upon the land, 
When there, with guide-book in your 

hand, 
I saw you standing on the strand, 

Most eager on your constant quest. 


I sped like arrow from the bow 
And on blue Danube’s restless flow, 
Through Iron Gates went Eastward Ho !|— 
To find you on the steamer’s deck! 
Again in Pera’s sun-baked street, 
By where spring Asia’s Waters Sweet, 
In fair Damascus—e’en retreat 
Your perseverance did not check! 


Like hunted hare I doubled, yet 
I could not peace or freedom get, 
By Tiber, Arno, Rhone we met, 

By Guadalquivir and by Rhine! 
O’er Pyrennes you will pursue, 
On Auvergne heights the tryst renew! 
Am I indeed a wandering Jew 

With never haven to call mine? 


O! lady! Weary, weak and worn, 
Must I for ever, travel-torn, 
E omer you from morn to morn, 

In palace, hovel, temple, minster ? 
Your lineaments I know too well, 
(Your garb I would not dare to tell ») 
— break this fearsome spell, 

t me no more, Progressive Spinster ! 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tosy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday night, 
August 10.—Back after a few days’ cruise 
over summer seas all the way to Skye. 
Find Government in parlous state. Have 
been wounded in house of a friend—House 
of Lords to wit. Lonponpsrry leading 
revolt on Irish Land Bill has carried series 
of amendments hopelessly fought in divi- 
sion lobby by strongest Ministry of 
modern times. 

“There’s something uncanny about 
this Tony,” said Prince ArTHuR, regard- 
ing me with unwonted vity. “It may 

mere coincidence. fs certainly odd 
that whenever you go to sea the Govern- 
- - $ the day also find themselves there. 

ittle more than a year ago you went 
to-Kiel with Mr. G., leavin foumear 
and Harcourt with arms civclioentely 
intertwined, apparently impregnably -~ 
porting Government. You came 


in time to hear Squire or Matwoop ~ Our Parliamenta: 
nounce resignation of Ministry, and trans- | for sobbing. Stil 
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Be 
The Passir 
(Midnight in the 


.erence of seals of office to my uncle, the | 
Markiss. Now you go off again under flag | 
of Lord High Admiral Don Currie; at 
departure everything looked square for | 
matter-of-fact winding up of Session; 
when Dunvegan Castle moors off Graves- | 
end on her return you hear that Govern-| 
ment has been defeated again and again ; 
Ministerial crisis imminent. Don’t grudge | 
you an occasional breath of the briny. | 
But I should be particularly obliged if | 
you would reserve your excursions for | 
period when the other side is in.” 

Crisis still on. Lonponpgerry breath- 
ing sound and fury, which may (or may 
not) signify nothing. Meanwhile, the 
ee battered Irish Land Bill has come 

k to the Commons limp, dishevelled, 
with nearly every bone in its body broken. 
To-night, Lords read a third time what 
was left of it. Just before midnight, 
whilst other ghosts in neighbourin 
churchyards were preparing to stroll 
forth, the wraith of the once lusty Land 
Bi!l was brought across the Central Hall 
to the Commons, the marble statues of 

dead statesmen, who in their time had 
wrestled with the Irish question, looking 








sadly on. 
Reminds Sarx of the climax of the 
varied life of Mignon, whose story | 


Gorrne tells in Wilhelm Meister’s A 
prenticeship. There is one scene in the | 
love-story that might be written for this | 
eipsode of the night. 
‘Und Marmorbilder stehn und sehn mich an. 
Was hat man dir, du armes Kind, gethan.” | 


fam, dropping into poetry, roughly trans 
| And —_" forms look down and whisper pityingly, 
What ill, unhappy child, hath man done unto t 


Mignon cannot answer 
she trusts her Gerald! 







SME EARL of iwoesesion FF 


f of Pat. 
ventral Lobby.) 
Meister. Will he stand by her at the last? 
and if he cannot save her, will he follow 
her? 

We shall see. 

Business done.—Irish Land Bill read a 
third time in Lords. Supply closed in 
Commons. 


Tuesday. —The wounded worm will 
turn at last. So in these closing days of 
the Session Siromio sits up and snaps. 
Since House met in eons he has had 
uninterruptedly bad time. Undesignedly 
has filled, on the Parliamentary stage, the 
part of pantaloon. Whenever he en- 
tered from the slips with intent to defend 
the Sultan from + of iniquity in 


Armenia or cruelty Crete, Groner 
aes deftly tripped him up. If he 
appeared with a brief for those astute 


warriors the Reform Committee of Johan- 
nesburg, “Jozy” in person appeared on 
scene, and joyously fulfilled his time- 
honoured mission by banging poor og 
taloon about the head, prostrating him 
amid ribald laughter from llery and pit. 

That hard to bear in weekly, sometimes 
nightly, succession. To-ni t, SILomi1o 
in the erage of Swaziland, Exsis 
Asumeap-Bartiett, Knight in the 
meaner compilation in the English 
| tongue, strode into lists; a voluminous 
speech in hand, a rimless glass in eye. 

As usual, conspiracy to set him aside. 

When he first proposed to deliver : 
on report stage of Colonial vote wi 
tent to batter in head of Colonial im 
tary, as on historic occasion was “ bat- 
tered in the head of Mr. Weans,” Cor- 

ral Hansunry said time not convenient. 
ote should be taken by-and-by. 
Ever seen gamin in street fix bit of 


glass he calls sun burner in ition over 
nd of a young my one Vola it it jae 
till te skin 
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Smomio, fixing his single eye-glass before 
inflamed eye, turned it upon the hapless 
Hansury, separated from him only by 
breadth of Gangway. Sriomio said noth- 


Another score to “* Joey"! 


ing: merely kept glass bearing direct on 
nape of neck of Financial Secretary to 
Treasury. Soon Hansury began to move 
uneasily; tossed about in evident pain. 
Sitromio steadily stared. The Corporal, 
unable to wriggle out of focus, capitu 
lated, and opportunity for delivery of 
speech soovtded. 

It proved to be a sublime effort. Only 
thing lacking to perfect success was an 
audience. Members who flock in gleeful 
crowds to see Sttomio knocked down by 
Colonial Secretary, and kicked across 
stage by Under Secretary fer Foreign 
Affairs, fled with one accord before pros- 
pect of long speech from him. But Srro- 
muro knew that at the doors of the empty 
chamber listened the nations of the world. 
most of them trembling. So he blustered 
along, waving his arms aloft, swinging 
round, as on a pivot, so that the multi- 
tudes seated behind him should share wit 
the masses in front the advantage of 
looking on his face, flushed with indigna- 
tion at the sorrows of the Sultan, his hain 
dishevelled with agony at thought of in- 
justice wrought to “Swaziland, my Swazi- 
land.” Most comical of all was to see 
Sitromtro at close of passage more than 
usually infuriated, pause, fix his eye- 
glass, and crane his neck to see how Dow 
Joss, seated on the Treasury Bench, liked 
that. Dow Jose bore up surprisingly 
| well 

Business 
| brought in. 





done. — Appropriation 


Thursday.—In Sarx’s memory there 
| lingers echo of a melancholy poem 
describing the gradual cutting-off of an 
interesting family. The particular line 
| mentions that— 

The first te go was little Jane. 


| For the last ten days, with increasing vi- 
gour during present week, our happy 
family at Westminster has been dispers- 
ing. Among the first to go was Cap’sn 
Tomuy. Exuiorr Lees says natural im- 
perturbability of the Cap’szn was disturbed 
on a night some three weeks ago, when 
he attempted to join in debate, and was 


| lieves to be the Cap’sn 


greeted with howls from below Gangway 
on his own side. Attempt to shut him 
up could not have been more insistent, 
or more fully organised, had it been CaLp- 
WELL who interposed. 

Exurorr Lees been down on annual 
visit to Birkenhead. In _ intervals of 
soldering the affections of his consti- 
tuency by purchasing for home use quite 
abnormal stocks of groceries, green- 
receries, butchers’ meat, rare clarets 
rom the chandler, choice Havannahs 
from the chemist, and fine old one- 
starred brandy from a marine store 
dealer who has been heard to criticise ac- 
tion of Unionist Ministry during Session, 
Extrorr has, in the unavoidable absence 
of Rupyarp Kir.ina, put what he be- 

8 reflections into 


verse. Here is the pome: 


I goes into the Commons’ House, to try and raise a 
cheer, 

The Government they ups and says, ‘“‘ We can’t 
stand Tommy ’ere.”’ 

The clerks behind the table larfs and giggles fit to 
die, 

I outs on to the Terrace then, and to myself says I: 

Oh, it ’s Tommy this and Tommy that, and Tommy 
take your hook ; 

But it’s “Thank you, Mr. Greson Bow xezs,”’ 
when talking suits our book. 

When talking suits our book, my boys, when talk- 
ing suits our book, 

Oh, it’s “Thank you, Mr. Grrson 


Bow es,” 
: 
when talking suits our hook 


ca 


Viscount H-ly. 
(A Dream of the Future.) 


I went to take a front bench seat, as solemn as | 


| could be, 
They gave a Jesse CoLLInGs room, but ‘adn’t 
none for me ; 
| They sent me to divisions, with recruities raw to 
walk, 
| But when Harcovrrt brings a Budget in, they ‘ll 
crowd to hear me talk. 
Now it’s ‘“* Tommy up? what Tommy rot!” 
** Oh, divide! divide!” 
But it’s “‘ Promising young statesman,’’ when 
| we ’re on the other side- 
When we sit the other side, my boys, on the 


jon Oppestiin side, 


It’s 


. * Promising young statesman,’’ when 
we ’reon the other side. 


division, it would have been lost. 
with it, Government had majority of six. 





| The elderly bobby, who’s stuffy and cobby, 


| 


| 





Business done.—Irish Land Bill scra 
its way through House of Lords. e | 
bishops did it. Four of them present. | 
If they had gone against Bill on critical | 
Voting 


Friday.—Prorogation. 








SONG OF THE SCORCHER. 


"After reading the Protests and Plans of the 
~Cyclophobists. ) 
I xnow I’m a “scorcher,” I know I am 
torcher 
To buffers and mivvies who’re not up 
to date ; 
But grumpy old geesers, and wobbly old 
wheezers, 
Ain’t goin’ to wipe me and my wheel 
orf the slate. 
I mean to go spinning and ’owling and 
grinning 
At twelve mile an hour through the 
thick of the throng. 
And shout, without stopping, 
frightened and flopping, 
My elderly victims like ninepins are drop- | 


ping ,— 
“So long!” 


whilst, 


Ain’t got arf a chance with a scorcher 
on wheels ; 

Old buffers may bellow, and young gals | 
turn yellow, 

But what do I care 
their squeals ? | 

No, when they go squiffy I’m off in a | 


yuty, | 
The much-abused “scorcher” is still 
going strong. 
And when mugs would meddle, I shout as 
I pedal— 
“So long!” 


Wot are these fine capers perposed by the 
papers ? 
These ‘ints about lassos and butterfly- 
nets ? 
To turn scorcher-catchers the old pewter- 
snatchers 
In ’elmets must take fewer stodges and 
wets! 
Wot, treat Aus like bufflers or beetles! 
The scufflers 
In soft, silent shoes, turn Red Injins? 
You’re wrong! 
all bosh and bubble! 
the double !|— 
“So long!” 





for their grunts or | 


It’s I’m orf—at 


A Sporting Complaint. 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—Has it ever occurred 
to you that in Leap year the twelfth of 
August does not occur till the thirteenth 
day of the month? This is a great griev- 
ance, which ought to be remedied by Act 
of Parliament in the opinion of 

Yours always ready for the game, 
Witiiam WEASEL. 
Gourmets’ Club, W., August 12, 1896. 


A “Lepe” WORTH LOOKING AT BY 
Ractne Yacutsmen.—The buoy in the 
Solent. 


New Name ror A ONCE Favourite 
Disn.—Rabid-pie. 

Oxsviovs.—Mr. Gutapstone’s amiable | 
temper makes him a lenient judge of the 
Sign of the Cross. 























FRERES’ 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE, 
BSINTHE 


PERNOD FILS. 
APPETISING. REFRESHING, STIMULATING. 
. ASK FOR 
PERNOD FILS ABSINTHE. 


THE BEST BRAND.) ESTABLISHED 1805. 
{tall Bars, Hotels, and Wine Merchants, 
Agents A. SMYTH @ CIE., 18, Chaussée D’ Antin, 
Paris. 














OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN’S 


“INCOMPABABLE 
"=" SMELLING SALTS: 


The Perfume is Specially Distilled for 
these — 











in Hot 
ace a Great Vales in = Sich Room. 


The best Companion at Church, Chapel, Kall, 
wbes or amy heated assembly. a A 
y all Chemists and Stores, 

i « and &, bao roe fe ue (fer ‘(er saps” aI 


Osborne, Bauer & Ghescoman. 


19, GOLDEN SQUARE, REGENT ST., LONDON. 








pd aoe 


GOCOA 








“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE 


Is warranted to cleanse the blood from all 
impurities, from whatever cause arising. 
For Scrofula, , Eczema, Bad Lags, 
Skin and Blood Diseases, Pimples and 
Sores of all kinds, its effects are mar- 
us. It is the only real fie for 
‘rout and Rheumatic Pains, for it removes 
‘ie cause from the blood and bones. 
Thousands of wonderful cures have been 
effected by it. In bottles, &. 94. and Is. 
rach, of Chemists everywhere. 
BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS. 
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| FOR COMPLAINTS of the “STOMACH, | LIVER, de dc., DRINK 


Sold by all Chemists 


INGRAM & ROYLE, 52, FARRINGDIN STREET, LONDON, E.6, | 


One button does it. 





VICHY GELESTING sy 


Druggists. and Grocers throughout the Kingdom, 


Eole Importers: 


POCKET 
KODAK. LAMPLOUGH’ s) 





Acomplete camera on a small scale. 


Weighs only 5} ounces. 
Size of Picture, 53 x 2 inches. 


Carries a spool of light-tight film for 


§2 exposures. 


Loaded an! unloaded in daylight. 
Fitted with new automatic shutter; 


brilliant view finder. 


PRICE, 
Loaded with 1:2 Exposures of Film, 


£1 Is. 


EASTMAN 


Phetecraphic Materials 
Co. Limited, 
635-117 Oxford St., London, W. 


ARIS: on Place ‘Vendome. 





TAKE A HINT ! izes, ore 1 te 


acr ss the eye, a sense of dulness im the 


es 7 a xy and discolored tongue, BE 
Get a bottle of 


PYRETIC 
SALINE ] 


put a teaxpoonful in half a es ler of water, | 
If necessary, | 


and drink while it effervesc 


, repeat in about two hours. 


'iT WILL SPEAK FOR ITSELF. 


For Delicate Children. 


SQUIRE'S 
HEMICGAL 
FOOD. 


In Bottles, 26., 3s. Gd,, & Gs. each. 
AT ALL CHEMISTS ase STORE, ane oF 
SQUIRE & SONS, 

Her Majesty's Chemists, 

418, OXFORD B8TREET, LONDON. 





“THREE GASTLES ” CIGARETTES. 


Manufactured from the Finest Selected Growths of Virzinis. 


Mild and F-agrast. 


rt it ' 








a “THREE CASTLES” TOBACCO, 


MILD AND FINE CUT Green Label), specially adapted for Cigarettes 
MEDIUM STRENGTH AND COARSE CUT (Yellow Label), strongly recommended for Pipe Smoking. 


Both kinds are sold in 1-08, and 9-on, Square Packets, and }-lb. Patent Air- Tight Tina, 


= 













Vip 
‘ Spat Ss 


me Fike mers. 


on, ay 


—~_MAlien 


Venry 
Bee ve we Carte coagen HOTELS. 

t opole, Brighton 
Britkoterte, —— 
lst Avense. Holborn Roya fier Mota Hotel, «yde, 
Holborn t. W.. and the Riviera 
Prascati's ap am 

And of hi: fist cla wn the 
Ae 
** Superior Vintage rr inca of Italy.” 


| nited 

















LONDON, E.C. 
COLD 


EERINGS MEDAL 


a 


‘(erry BRANDY. 


The Best Liqueur. 


HOME 


‘EVERY 


Celebrated 


PICTURES. | 
y LWustrated 1 
. ! Catalogue /- 
, i, NEW POND STREBT, LONDON, W 


BERLIN PHOTOGRAPHIC CO. 
° rHE © 


“PASTEUR” 
(chanberiné) FILTER. 


“The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.” —Bairisn Mepicat Jovunwat. 
“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.’’—Laxcer. 
To be bad at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
op from the Makers. 








Re DEFRIES & SONS, 


147, Houwapitcn, Laxvon, EC. ©@ 









Poasts Veorrasce. Per 
fectiy Harm 
less, Will re- 
duce 2 to 5 ib, 
a week, acts 





pst 





WHISKY 


PEASE 











W.D. &H. 0. WILLS, Limited, BRISTOL and LONDON. 
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A Bad a: 


Complexion 
is often due to a bad soap. 











Blotches are repulsive, and will mar the appearance of 
any face. You can't get rid of them with bad soap. 


PREMIER VINOLIA SOAP 


is made specially for delicate, sensitive, irritable skins, 
and is scented with the most charming and innocent 
perfumes. 


PREMIER VINOLIA SOAP 


yields a profuse, cleansing, demulcent lather, and tends 
to keep the skin soft and velvety, and the complexion 
beautiful and clear. Its use doesn't cost a farthing a day. 





4: Vinolia is a 
Complexion Soap. 


VINOLIA CREAM (for Itching, Sunburn, Insect Bites), ls. 14d. and Is. 9d. 
VINOLIA POWDER (for Redness, Roughness, Chafes), ls. and ls. 9d. 
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